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images among many recur to memory in connection with the subject
of this book. He is seen, round about 1907 working at his ,writing-
desk in the library of 20 Cavendish Square. Mahogany doors gleam
darkly beyond the circle illuminated by his reading-lamp. Two tall
red leather chairs stand before a fire of ship's timbers whose red
glow and lazy blue flames are mildly reflected by steel firedogs.
Books, half seen, line the walls, a small company, but all read,
remembered, and their contents marshalled in the massive head of
the figure at the writing-table. An aura of pipe and pouch hangs in
the air, and the silence is only broken by the click of the logs and
the scratch of a quill. The cool, solid Georgian dignity of the room
reflects faithfully the character, the contained activity and unflurried
absorption of its occupant.
Or again, reaching forward some years, one recreates him in
imagination sitting at the head of a long table of guests at Archer-
field or at Walmer. The clash and din of talk, in which the deep
resonance of his voice joins from time to time, washes around and
yet somehow below him. He seems to survey it from an eminence,
above the reach of care or the impulse of competition : invulnerable
and serene, yet critical and appraising : and there radiates from him
an indescribable glow, an almost visible effluence of well-being, of
geniality, of tolerance, or appreciation, of amusement, and of good-
will.